*ONE IS ONE AND ALL ALONE*'
Novel; one of the finest ever written: "The History of Mr.
Polly", by H. G. Wells. True and enduring except for certain
subsequent reforms which it may easily have helped to bring about.
"Perhaps after all it was not simple indigestion that troubled
him. Behind the superficialities of Mr. Polly's being, moved a
larger and vaguer distress. The elementary education he had
acquired had left him with the impression that arithmetic was a
fluky science and best avoided in practical affairs, but even the
absence of book-keeping, and a total inability to distinguish between
capital and interest, could not blind him for ever to the fact that
the little shop in the High Street was not paying. . ..
"There had been a time when two people had thought Mr. Polly
the most wonderful and adorable thing in the world . . . had
worshipped him from the crown of his head to the soles of his
exquisite feet. And also they had fed him rather unwisely, for
no one had ever troubled to teach his mother anything about the
mysteries of a child's upbringing—though, of course, the monthly
nurse and her charwoman gave some valuable hints—and by his
fifth birthday the perfect rhythms of his nice new interior were
already darkened with perplexity.. . .
"Mr. Polly went to the National School at six, and he left the
private school at fourteen, and by that time his mind was in much
the same state that you would be in, dear reader, if you were
operated upon for appendicitis by a well-meaning, boldly enter-
prising, but rather overworked and underpaid butcher boy, who
was superseded towards the climax of the operation by a left-
handed clerk of high principles but intemperate habits—that is
to say, it was in a thorough mess. The nice little curiosities and
willingness of a child were in a jumbled and thwarted condition,
hacked and cut about—the operators had left, so to speak, all their
sponges and ligatures in the mangled confusion—and Mr. Polly
had lost much of his natural confidence, so far as figures and sciences
and languages and the possibilities of learning things were con-
cerned. . He thought of the present world no longer as a wonderland
of experiences, but as geography and history, as the repeating of
names that were hard to pronounce, and lists of products and
populations and heights ana lengths, and as lists and dates—oh!
and Boredom indescribable...."
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